FOREWORD

get into his car, drive down to Folkestone, and his delight
became almost an ecstacy if, on arrival in France, because
he was Curtis-Bennett, he got the privilege of getting his
car off before all other cars. Then he would sit back and
start along the straight French roads. Many a time have
I been on those trips with him; he was a splendid com-
panion. He loved France. No scholar of the language,
he appreciated that urbane and delicious civilization that
France alone possesses among the nations of the world.
He loved the long straight roads; he was a fast driver,
but the best and safest I have ever driven with. He
loved the villages; he loved running along by the side
of the large serene " impressionist" rivers of France.
Then, near lunch-time, fresh interest would be aroused,
and no one knew better how to enjoy the pleasure of
sitting in a charming Place, while a carefully chosen lunch
was being prepared. He was so interested in the people,
in the old men playing dominoes, the old ladies with their
chickens in baskets; and when the maitre d'bdtel remem-
bered him with affection (it was surprising how many
simple people remembered him with affection) his cup of
delight was full. He did not particularly like Paris or the
large fashionable towns (except, perhaps, Monte Carlo and
Biarritz for a short time); it was the real France, the
France of the peasantry, of the cornfields, of the vineyards,
that really appealed to his affection. He never forgot a
face, and he never forgot a road; if he had driven in a
district once he wanted no map. And when it was all
over he would return rested and happy to England, and
the only regret he would feel was that he was not just
setting out.
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